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retrieved. Across this low and precarious bridge, under and
around which the great whales lashed the water and blew
out their foetid clouds, the sledge crossed over, the planks
bending under its weight. Lincoln Ellsworth followed
carrying his ammunition belt. Thence it was an easier pull
to the motor-boat waiting at the edge of the ice to take him
off to the ship.
In the wireless-room on the tipper deck the operator was
bent over Ms instrument. He was making the still air of the
Bay of Whales pulse and vibrate unknown to us with yet
another sensation, streaming out across some eleven thou-
sand miles to replace for a day sensations nearer home.
For us the tensely exciting drama took a less sensational form
than It did for those who read their headlines far away on the
other side of the earth, for In the wardroom there stood an
elderly man with a brown, wrinkled face, very blue eyes and
close-cropped hair. He wore a windproof jacket and long
canvas snow-boots bound round his calves. He smiled
broadly with beautiful white teeth and said to each of us in
turn, <c Pleased to meet you." In his hand he carried an
empty ammunition belt.